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NOTE: The needs of this story require actors to resemble 
Squint and Reuben, as described--close as possible. 

FADE IN: 

EXT. NEW GUINEA JUNGLE - DAY 

SUPER: Papua, New Guinea ... SPRING 1976 

Its dense green forest appears deserted, silent. 

Suddenly, a big fist slashes a machete across brush, rips 
branches flying. 

A severed limb falls and splinters under the crunch of a 
huge trail boot. 

A hefty lizard darts over the boot. 

Towering six feet five above, observing the creature, stands 
brawny, handsome QUINTON "SQUINT" DANGERFIELD, 37. 

He sports a scarred anchor tattoo on his right arm, a shark 
on the left. He looks larger-than-life in neon. 

A breeze stirs his wavy black hair from the collar. His 
brown eyes, ringed with emerald green, look amused. 

He makes a machete salute to the lizard in a voice like Irish 
whiskey, mellowed by Southern Comfort. 

SQUINT 

(Cockney-American 
accent ) 

Way ta go, sport! 

A few feet back, his pal, REUBEN HOPPER, 29, wholesome-cute 
blue-eyed blond, wheezes from an asthma attack. 

REUBEN 

Is it a snake. Squint? 

Squint hacks loose a tangle of liana vines. One snaps back, 
coils around Reuben's neck. 

REUBEN (CONT'D) 

Jehoshaphat--It is! 

Squint laughs, eases Reuben out of the vine's clutches. 

SQUINT 

Blimey, Reuben--It's just New Guinea's 
welcome embrace. 

Annoyed, Reuben rubs his throat, coughs, sags against a tree. 
His American surfer look clashes with the jungle. 



REUBEN 

It ' s hard to manage asthma in 
cannibal country. Against two. 

He moves a spray bottle, marked "Gaspar", from shirt pocket 
to mouth, and inhales. 

Squint whips a pint flask and two tin cups from his pack 
gear. Both men wear khaki clothing. 

SQUINT 

Trail magic. Time ta talk the 
bombast. Get philoSLOPical . 

REUBEN 

Our usual transfusual. 

Squint smiles wide, pours generously. They sit on rocks and 
swig with a smoke. 

SQUINT 

Yeah, this place 'as it all. 

Earthquakes, volcanoes. . . 'ead 'unters. 

Like I always say, "Life should be 
WIDE screen." 

Reuben responds in hopeful skepticism. 

REUBEN 

Should be--when we find that fountain 
of youth. Easy. 

SQUINT 

When we see the shaman, Tiabo, and 
' e really does ' ave some kind of 
youth potion-- 


REUBEN 

--Remember, Father Bennigan said 
that was just rumors at the mission. 

Squint spreads a crude map on his knee, points to a path. 

SQUINT 

Bennigan made it ta the plateau--and 
we're almost there... The trail's 
grown over some. 

REUBEN 

Some? Whew! Oh, well, maybe we can 
get good wildlife shots and tribal-- 

SQUINT 

— Gold! . . .treasure. Somethin' ta 
support this vacat ion--since we kissed 
our jobs goodbye. 
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They start setting up camp for the night. 

Squint shoves a Clancy Brothers tape in the cassette player, 
taps his foot and moves to the SONG as they work: 

CASSETTE PLAYER 

"And it's all for me grog, me jolly, 
jolly grog" . . . 

EXT. NEW GUINEA JUNGLE - NIGHT 

The jungle moon peeks through a light mist, illuminating two 
tents and a campfire below. 

Squint and Reuben sit before it on bedrolls, eating and 
drinking. Two empty flasks lie on their sides, a third sits 
upright, the map beneath it. 

Squint gulps the last of his sandwich, scrounges the pack 
for more. 


REUBEN 

Roast chickie all gone. 

SQUINT 

I've 'ad plenty. Everything about 
me runs excess. 

He embeds a marshmallow on his machete, toasts in a flame. 

REUBEN 

I'm looking forward to meeting the 
Mokono tribe tomorrow ... Yet I'm not. 

No merchant marine behind us now. 

Ten years security cut--feels adrift. 

Squint spears a marshmallow on Reuben's machete, hands it to 
him . 

SQUINT 

We knew it would, Reub . But you'll 
be thirty soon— and me thirty-eight. 

There's only a certain window of 
time ta reach your full potential. 

REUBEN 

Or drown in the ordinary. 

SQUINT 

Fame and fortune's the oxygen! If 
ya want people ta listen to your 
best ideas, ya can't be poor and 
obscure . 

They continue spearing, searing, cautiously consuming. 
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REUBEN 

I'm all for it. It's what got me 
off the Nebraska farm. If I could 
just shed my negative bent... Lose 
the Reubenoid. 

Squint laughs, waves the machete like a wand. 

SQUINT 

Focus on freedom. Use me fun slogan: 

"I'm Squint Dangerfield. I can go 
wherever I want, and do whatever I 
like. Dangerfield ' s the name, 
danger's me game. "...You try. 

He points the machete at Reuben. 

Reuben waves his, as Squint did. 

REUBEN 

I'm Reuben Hopper. I can go wherever 
I want, and do whatever I like. 

Hopper's the name! Hopping ' s ... my 
game? 

SQUINT 

Hopscotch! While eatin' a Reuben 
sandwich. And a rhubarb pie. Almost 
WIDE screen. 

They clank the machetes in a playful sword fight. 

REUBEN 

You're the one who wants to be an 
actor. You be the ham. I'll be the 
egg . 

SQUINT 

I'll be the shark, you be the leg. 

REUBEN 

I'll be the beach, you be the ball. 

SQUINT 

You be the B.B., I'll be the King. 

Reuben laughs a smothered chuckle, lays down his machete. 

REUBEN 

Chief Nalamuri ' s supposed to be 
Christianized--and speak pidgin. 

I'm sure curious about Tiabo. 

SQUINT 

Eagle scout meets witch doctor. 

Just like your boy ' ood dreams from 
National Geographic. 
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Reuben pours them each a drink from a flask, assumes bravado. 

REUBEN 

Against your rosary and my Swiss 
army knife, what's a witch doctor? 

He'll see we have good plans. Who ' d 
want to stop us? 

SQUINT 

Only the world, the flesh, and the 
devil. But what's that to us country 
boys ? 

Rain falls, and they hustle provisions into their tents. 

REUBEN 

We couldn't start this great new 
life in the dry season? 

Rain soaks the tents, as a Dubliners SONG plays from Squint's 

CASSETTE PLAYER 

"I'm a free born man of the traveling 
people" . . . 

EXT. MOKONO VILLAGE - DAY 

Bright bird of paradise feathers... 

These adorn the skirts of TWO MEN, dark brown-skinned, kinky 
haired Melanesians. They hold upright spears, guarding a 
round thatched hut on raised wood foundation. 

INT. HUT - DAY 

Chief NALAMURI , 67, plump, wears a red feathered headdress, 

black and red war paint. He sits on a crude chair before 
Squint and Reuben. 


SQUINT 

(bowing) 

'Ail, Chief Nalamuri. We come ta 
pay respect--and see shaman, Tiabo. 

We bring gifts. 

He presents a shell bordered mirror. Reuben bows and offers 
a beaded belt. Nalamuri looks the mirror over from all 
angles . 

SQUINT (CONT'D) 

We think Mokono tribe very great. 

He flashes his broadest smile. Nalamuri holds the mirror up 
to Squint's grin. 
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NALAMURI 

(thick native accent) 

Wide mouth. Many shiny teeths . 

Squint nods at his reflection. 

SQUINT 

Like the Ivory Coast . 

NALAMURI 

You name Ivory Coast, big one? 

SQUINT 

(laughing) 

No — It's Quinton Dangerfield. Me 
nickname Squint. 

NALAMURI 

Name . . . Ivory Coast . . . Sik-went . 

SQUINT 

That ' s fine . 

Nalamuri picks up the beaded belt, puts it around his neck. 
Reuben shakes his head, indicates the waist position. 

Nalamuri views it in the mirror, likes it around his neck. 

NALAMURI 

Stays here. What you name, boy with 
yellow hair? 


REUBEN 

I'm no boy. I only look small when 
I stand by Squint . Name ' s Reuben 
Hopper . 


NALAMURI 

Hopper? Rabbit? 

SQUINT 

Reuben can't outgrow that baby angel 
face . 


NALAMURI 

Rubit . . .Angelface. 

REUBEN 

No! Squint--why ' d you have to say 
that? Reuben Hop--oh, well, let it 
go. At least he didn't call me Baby 
Rabbit face . 


NALAMURI 

Ivory Coast, you got--what you call 
it — wife? Shima? 



Squint holds up two fingers, waves them down. 


SQUINT 

Two before. Now no shima. 

Nalamuri looks at Reuben. 

REUBEN 

No. Never no shimas . 

Nalamuri smiles, stands. He motions them to follow him. 

NALAMURI 

Me show you good thing. Better for 
trader man dan ivory. 

EXT. SMALLER HUT - DAY 

Nalamuri emerges, followed by WIAMA, 18, slim, wearing sarong. 
He leads her up to Squint and Reuben. 

NALAMURI 

Daughter of me. Got eighteen years. 

Most youngest. Name Wiama. If she 
give you flower, it mean she wait 
for you. 

Wiama looks shyly at Squint, then Reuben. Squint smiles, 
makes a quick bow. She returns his smile, takes a flower 
from her hair, hands it to him. 

He holds it uncertainly, smells it in reflex. 

SQUINT 

Aye! This is very pleasant. I'll 
put it right next ta me ' eart. 

He stuffs the flower in his shirt pocket. Nalamuri watches 
him expectantly. 

SQUINT (CONT'D) 

Er ... I guess we should see Tiabo. 

We'll pay good money, if 'e's got 
this youth mojo we 'eard of. 

Nalamuri ' s bright smile fades. He waves Wiama back in the 
hut . 

NALAMURI 

Vimi ! 

She scurries inside. 


NALAMURI (CONT'D) 
Is talk for warriors. Huntos ! 
(MORE) 



NALAMURI (CONT'D) 

Tiabo go to Kanatulu tribe--to help 
me brother, Zulipaia. Osunyo tribe-- 
cannibal--attack with hex. Many 
people sick. Many pigs die. 

SQUINT 

Black magic. 

NALAMURI 

Full of evil spirit ... malu nombi . 

Is good sign you come here to send. 

Me draw you map, write letter you 
take to go help Tiabo. Answer to 
prayer . 

REUBEN 

But we only want — 

NALAMURI 

--You stay night here. Eat roast 
pork. Sweet potato. Rice cake. Go 
in morning. 

EXT. MOKONO VILLAGE - DAY 

Sun shines over a crude table outside Nalamuri ' s hut. Seated 
are Squint, Reuben, Nalamuri. Wiama circles the table, 
filling their cups with fruit juice. 

Nalamuri examines the rings on Squint's hands: 

One on the right, a square of tiger's eye surrounding an 
emerald shamrock. 

One on the left, a citrine leopard with black onyx spots. 

SQUINT 

Yeah, I bought 'em in Rangoon. From 
a shady lookin' guy. I think they 
were stolen. Anyway, I got 'em jack 
cheap . 

Nalamuri removes a cord from around his neck, slips off a 
white skull ring. 

NALAMURI 

Is ivory. Got pearl teeths . Big 
grin like you. What you think skull 
say to you? 


SQUINT 

Bloom before you're planted? 
NALAMURI 

Is to remind you dead is not end. 
(MORE) 



9 . 


NALAMURI (CONT'D) 

Rise into new body like Catlic priest 
say Jesus have. 

SQUINT 

Amen ta that, chief. Bravo. 

NALAMURI 

Ivory Coast Sik-Went need ivory toti 
ring. Trade me leopard, ah? 

They swap, and Squint grins to the skull on his finger. 

Nalamuri hands Reuben a carved dolphin pendant, takes a pocket 
knife Reuben offers, as Squint lifts a letter from the table. 

SQUINT 

So this tells your brother, Zulipaia, 
ta let us join Tiabo in the secret 
ceremony against the Osunyo curse. 

It's in your dialect... 

NALAMURI 

He no speak much English. Tiabo do. 

REUBEN 

You sure he'll tell us about his 
medicine discoveries? The Kanatulus 
might resent-- 


NALAMURI 

— You be safe. Good letter. Good 
map. Rice cakes. In Mokono good is 
hoya. Luck is toti. Go in blessing. 
Hoya toti. 


SQUINT 

And Toto, too. 

He winks at Wiama, waves good-bye. 

EXT. SEP IK RIVER - DAY 

Squint and Reuben sail in a launch called Cuscus. Squint 
cuts the motor, lets the craft drift into the marsh region. 

SQUINT 

Pass me more of that Jackrabbit Sun 
Block. No use chasin' the fountain 
of youth, if ya burn your flickin' 
face off doin' it. Makes as much 
sense as tights on a snake. 

He snorts a laugh, as Reuben tries to drink from a water 
canteen, swatting mosquitoes away. 
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REUBEN 

Muggy and buggy. Almost makes me 
wish we were back in the coast guard's 
ice patrol off Greenland. Of course, 

THEN we wanted tropics. 

The boat nears a black muddy sand bar. Five large crocodiles 
sun themselves, two with mouths wide open. 

SQUINT 

Bleedin' thunder! Check out those 
two. That's ' ow they cool off. 

REUBEN 

Looks like they could swallow a log 
while they're at it! 

He grabs his camera, getting shots from all angles. 

SQUINT 

They all look over twenty feet. 

Estuarine crocs ... man-eaters . 

REUBEN 

I'd hate to have to dive around here. 

SQUINT 

Just the thought can give ya the 
bends . 

The glassy lagoon eventually joins a stream, leading to the 
Kanatulu village. 

EXT. KANATULU VILLAGE - DAY 

As Squint and Reuben moor the boat, a CROWD of native MEN 
swarm up. It's a fierce looking throng--spears , bows and 
arrows, shaven heads, boar's tusks in noses, black river 
mude smeared on faces. 

They shout in ominous tribal language. Their chief, ZULIPAIA, 
lean, grim, and wearing headdress lurches forward. Beside 
him is an old shaman, Orantu, with ring in nose. 

REUBEN 
(harsh whisper) 

Oh, God, Squint! 

Squint raises and waves Nalamuri ' s letter, shouts: 

SQUINT 

Nalamuri! Tiabo! 

Orantu takes the letter, but Zulipaia rips it away, motions 
Squint and Reuben to follow him on a path through the brush. 

They look at each other in rising panic. 
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